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The  Old  Way  and  the  New. 

TO  anyone  who  has  followed  carefully  the  develop- 
ment of  school  and  college  athletics  during  the 
past  few  years  it  is  evident  that  in  spite  of  the  strong 
hold  that  amateur  sports  have  secured  on  the  public 
dangerous  tendencies  have  been  creeping  in  which  call 
for  more  than  passing  notice.  The  newspapers  and 
magazines  have  had  much  to  say  on  this  subject  of  late. 
To  be  sure,  some  of  the  criticisms  offered  and  remedies 
suggested  have  revealed  a  lack  of  appreciation  of  exist- 
ing conditions  and  of  the  character  of  the  average 
school  boy  mind.  But  be  that  as  it  may,  those  who 
have  given  careful  thought  to  the  matter  are  more  and 
more  convinced  that  some  of  the  tendencies  in  modern 
athletics  must  be  checked,  if  not  wholly  done  away 
with,  if  we  are  not  to  lose  the  real  benefits  of  this  most 
important  feature  of  school  and  college  life. 

We  hear  a  great  deal  in  these  days  about  *  'sport  for 
sport's  sake,"  and  it  is  said  that  our  English  cousins 
carry  on  their  athletics  wholly  upon  this  basis,  while 
Americans  are  able  to  secure  little  satisfaction  from  the 
mere  contest,  but  crave  only  the  glory  and  honor  of 
victory.    And  our  critics  further  urge  that  this  ten- 
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dency  on  our  part  is  wholly  responsible  for  the  intro- 
duction into  our  sports  of  questionable  tactics  and 
unfair  methods  of  play.  Now  while  it  is  not  likely  that 
any  of  us  with  our  American  nature  and  American 
spirit  will  ever  be  satisfied  with  just  the  kind  of  sport 
that  satisfies  the  average  Englishman,  it  is  equally  true 
that  we  are  in  danger  of  going  wholly  too  far  in  the 
other  direction.  In  our  eagerness  to  win  we  are  likely 
to  pay  too  little  attention  to  the  methods  employed. 

At  a  recent  baseball  game  played  on  the  Academy  cam- 
pus several  decisions  were  made  by  the  umpire  which  to 
the  majority  of  the  spectators  seemed  clearly  wrong.  In 
one  or  two  instances  these  decisions  were  so  manifestly 
unfair  as  to  call  forth  vigorous  protests  from  players 
and  spectators  alike.  One  of  the  most  interested  spec- 
tators at  this  game  was  an  old  Harvard  man  who  during 
his  college  days  in  the  early  '70's  had  been  a  famous 
player  on  his  Varsity  nine.  As  the  game  progressed 
the  gentleman  in  question  became  more  and  more  ex- 
cited, until  as  the  crowd  was  leaving  the  grounds  at  the 
close  of  the  contest  his  indignation  could  no  longer  be 
contained.  Gathering  a  group  about  him,  the  expo- 
nent of  baseball  as  it  had  been  played  in  those  early 
days  proceeded  to  make  clear  to  his  hearers  the  marked 
changes  which  college  sports  had  undergone,  and  the 
unfortunate  tendencies  of  modern  times.  What  he 
complained  of  was  not  the  fact  that  the  umpire  by  his 
poor  decisions  had  dealt  unfairly  with  those  who  were 
playing  the  game,  but  that  the  players  themselves  had  been 
willing  to  accept  decisions  which  they  knezv  to  be  unfair  to 
their  opponents.  The  audience  were  hardly  prepared  for 
such  a  radical  doctrine  as  this.  But  when  the  speaker 
went  on  to  explain  that  in  his  day  it  was  the  natural  and 
the  expected  thing  for  a  player  or  his  captain  to  refuse 
to  accept  a  decision  which  was  known  to  be  unfair  to 
his  opponents,  and  further,  that  his  fellow  players  and 
mates  expected  him  to  refuse  to  do  so,  it  is  not  strange 


THE  OLD  WAY  AND  THE  NEW 


75 


that  there  was  brought  home  to  many  of  us  a  vivid 
picture  of  the  gulf  that  separates  the  modern  school  or 
college  contest  from  that  of  thirty  years  ago. 

Few  men  have  participated  in  athletic  contests  who 
have  not  frequently  been  called  on  to  accept  from  an 
umpire  or  a  referee  decisions  which  they  knew  to  be 
unfair  to  the  opposing  side.  And  yet  it  is  hard  to  con- 
ceive of  a  case  where  a  player  of  today  would  dare  to 
refuse  to  accept  such  a  decision.  Few  players  there 
are  who  cannot  recall  many  instances  when  after  close 
plays  their  natural  sense  of  fairness  led  them  to  condole 
with  their  opponents  over  unjust  decisions.  There  was 
no  desire  to  conceal  the  facts ;  no  wish  to  take  an 
unfair  advantage ;  but  on  both  sides  the  understanding 
that  the  umpire's  word  was  final.  And  even  should  a 
player  under  these  conditions  publicly  announce  his 
unwillingness  to  accept  the  umpire's  decision  it  is  hard 
to  imagine  the  effect  that  his  act  would  have  upon  all 
concerned.  Spectators  and  players  alike  would  stand 
aghast  at  such  conduct,  while  no  doubt  the  first  ones 
to  brand  with  uncomplimentary  epithets  the  man  who 
dared  to  take  such  a  stand  would  be  the  members  of 
the  opposing  team.  Indeed  it  is  doubtful  if  such  a 
course  would  elicit  real  sympathy  from  any  quarter ; 
for  even  those  who  might  sympathize  with  the  principle 
involved  would  see  in  the  act  only  an  attempt  to  create 
a  sensation. 

In  school  and  college  contests  of  today  there  is 
altogether  too  strong  a  tendency  to  place  victory  above 
everything  else,  and  in  its  pursuit  to  employ  questiona- 
ble methods  if  not  downright  and  unqualified  dishonesty. 
The  umpire  is  to  be  bulldozed  and  deceived,  and  rules 
are  to  be  disregarded  just  so  far  as  this  is  possible 
without  discovery.  Coachers  will  devote  hours  to 
teaching  their  pupils  how  most  skillfully  to  outwit  the 
umpire,  while  ' 'cutting  bases,"  4 'blocking  runners," 
1  'tripping," '  'holding, "  and  many  other  practices  familiar 
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to  the  modern  athlete,  are  regarded  as  signs  of  clever- 
ness rather  than  dishonesty. 

That  such  conditions  as  these  are  altogether  wrong 
no  one  will  deny.  That  these  evils  can  be  done  away 
with  without  impairing  the  real  value  of  our  games  or 
in  any  sense  lessening  the  enthusiasm  which  modern 
athletic  contests  arouse  is  equally  certain.  Dishonesty 
in  any  branch  of  school  or  college  activity  means 
sooner  or  later  dishonesty  in  other  branches,  and  even- 
tually dishonesty  in  the  work  of  life.  It  is  not  a  less 
intense  or  enthusiastic  rivalry  that  we  need,  but  in  the 
heat  of  the  contest  it  will  do  us  no  harm  to  turn  our 
thoughts  back  to  the  days  that  have  passed,  and  to  ask 
ourselves  the  question  whether,  with  all  the  changes 
and  improvements  that  athletics  have  undergone,  they 
have  not  taken  on  some  features  that  should  be  dis- 
pensed with,  and  have  not  lost  some  that  should  be 
restored. 

Alfred  E.  Stearns,  'po. 


*  *  * 


"LEST  WE  FORGET." 

Come  back,  come  back  to  me, 
Return  to  me  once  more; 
I  long  thy  form  to  see 
As  in  the  days  of  yore. 

How  futile  and  how  vain! 
Since  that  which  I  wish  for, — 
The  Greek  I  learned  last  term, 
I  fear  me  is  no  more. 

H.  L.  H,  >(?4 


Tales  of  the  Neutral  Inn. 


[Note. — There  is  still  standing-  in  Hereford  County,  New  Jersey, 
an  old  weather-beaten  inn,  built  long  before  the  Revolution,  and 
which  during  the  war  was  used  jointly  by  the  Americans  and 
British  as  a  meeting  place  where  conferences  and  parleys  were  held. 
The  host  named  his  hostelry,  "  The  Sign  of  the  Neutral  Arms,"  and 
frequently  the  officers  of  both  sides  met  there  on  cold  wintry  nights 
and  feasted,  caroused  and  told  stories  with  the  greatest  amicability 
possible.] 

TALE  THE  SECOND. 

When  the  four  officers  next  found  it  possible  to  meet 
at  the  Neutral  Inn,  and  after  they  had  in  silence  eaten 
what  was  set  before  them,  they  pledged  each  other  in 
a  cup  of  wine.  Then  they  turned  by  mutual  consent 
to  the  British  major  of  light  horse,  who  was  sitting  by 
the  fire,  for  a  story.  The  Englishman,  however, 
seemed  in  no  hurry,  but  emptied  the  glass  which  stood 
on  the  table  beside  him  before  he  began,  and  at  the 
same  time  gazed  steadily  and  thoughtfully  into  the  fire. 
At  last,  without  looking  away  from  the  flames  which 
were  cheerily  roaring  up  the  great  chimney,  he  began 
to  tell  his  story : 

In  the  time  of  King  John  our  ancestor  Geoffrey, 
surnamed  the  Silent,  held  a  strong  castle,  together 
with  the  broad  fields  which  surrounded  it,  on  the  east 
coast  of  England.  This  land  had  been  given  to  him  by 
King  Richard  I  about  the  year  1190  for  some  service  ren- 
dered to  himself  at  that  time.  The  castle  stood  on  one  of 
the  chalk  cliffs  which  for  many  miles  along  this  part  of 
the  coast  hurl  back  the  persistent  attacks  of  the  ocean.  It 
was  a  beautiful  location,  for  one  could  look  far  out 
across  the  broad  expanse  of  the  sea.  Then  too  just 
at  the  base  of  the  cliff  great  white  gulls,  whose  harsh 
cries  were  drowned  in  the  rush  and  roar  of  the  waves, 
shot  in  and  out  through  the  spray,  or,  poised  in  mid-air, 
hung  as  if  suspended  from  the  sky  just  out  of  reach  of 
the  angry  waters. 
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I  visited  the  place  once  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  I  re- 
member creeping  up  to  the  edge  and  peering  over  into 
the  abyss  below  for  an  instant  of  fearful  delight,  then, 
turning  and  running  back  again  as  fast  as  my  legs 
would  carry  me,  when  one  wave  larger  than  the  rest 
dashed  against  the  rocks  below  and  sent  the  spray 
flying  into  my  face.  This  was  just  after  a  great  storm, 
but  on  peaceful  sunny  days  I  used  to  lie  on  my  stomach 
and  gaze  dreamily  over  the  edge  at  the  ocean.  If  I, 
who  had  seen  the  place  but  a  few  times,  loved  it  above 
all  others,  for  this  was  the  case,  how  much  must  those 
who  knew  no  other  home  have  loved  the  old  castle.  I 
used  to  think  it  must  have  been  Paradise  to  have  lived 
here  with  those  brave  old  knights  back  in  the  twelfth 
century,  but  I  have  since  changed  my  mind,  partly  for 
the  reason  which  my  story  will  show. 

Not  many  miles  distant  from  this  castle  was  another 
owned  by  a  cruel  Norman  baron,  who  was  a  particular 
favorite  of  King  John's  and  therefore  a  bitter  enemy 
to  thqse  who  had  been  friendly  in  any  way  to  Richard. 
Besides  this,  that  noble  had  for  some  time  looked  with 
longing  eyes  at  those  fair  fields  and  the  great  train  of 
retainers,  so  that  Geoffrey  had  to  be  very  careful  not  to 
give  the  king  the  slightest  pretext  for  confiscating  his 
property.  Nevertheless,  the  old  saying  that  '  'Where 
there's  a  will,  there's  a  way"  held  good  in  this  case,  and 
it  is  with  this  that  our  story  concerns  itself. 

Besides  Geoffrey,  the  family  consisted  of  his  young 
wife  Edith  and  his  son  Arthur,  a  boy  of  six.  There 
were,  of  course,  a  large  number  of  retainers  in  the 
household,  so  that  they  hardly  needed  to  fear  any 
attack  except  from  a  very  strong  force.  Their  only 
enemy  was  this  Norman,  and  he  did  not  have  a  large 
enough  body  of  fighting  men  to  dare  to  besiege  the 
castle.  They  saw  almost  nothing  of  him,  for  there 
was  a  large  forest  between  the  two  strongholds  and 
even    while   hunting  he  had   never  been  known  to 
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go  on  their  land ;  so  for  some  years  they  had  lived  a 
quiet  but  happy  life. 

One  beautiful  spring  day  Geoffrey  decided  to  ride 
around  his  estates  and  see  that  everything  was  going 
as  it  should.  He  wore  a  light  suit  of  chain  armor  under 
his  doublet,  and  at  his  belt  a  long  hunting  knife,  the 
hilt  of  which  was  of  curiously  wrought  iron  with  the 
family  crest  at  the  end  and  just  below  it  the  coat  of 
arms. 

He  did  not  return  all  day,  but  this  was  not  unusual, 
so  no  one  thought  anything  of  it.  However,  when  it 
began  to  grow  dark  and  still  nothing  had  been  seen  of 
him  his  wife  became  a  little  anxious.  The  night  passed 
away  without  any  news  of  Geoffrey.  Edith,  though 
she  did  not  appear  to  be  greatly  worried,  was  in  reality 
wild  with  fear  that  something  had  happened  to  him 
and  early  in  the  morning  sent  out  servants  to  hunt  for 
her  husband.  Nothing  further,  however,  was  learned 
save  that  one  man  had  seen  him  riding  through  the 
wood  in  the  direction  of  the  Norman's  castle  just  after 
he  had  left  his  own  home. 

Edith  spent  the  next  night  in  pacing  her  room,  and 
at  the  first  sign  of  daylight  she  called  the  servants 
together.  She  soon  had  a  searching  party  ready 
and  though  all  tried  to  make  her  stay  at  home  she  in- 
sisted on  accompanying  them.  The  man  who  had  last  seen 
Geoffrey  rode  at  the  head  of  the  company  to  show  them 
the  direction  he  had  taken.  They  had  ridden  some  dis- 
tance and  were  almost  at  the  brook  which  separated 
our  estate  from  that  of  the  Norman  when  one  of  the 
searching  party  which  had  been  first  sent  out  rode  up, 
leading  his  master's  horse.  He  said  that  he  had  found 
the  animal  wandering  about  the  woods  and  that  nearby 
there  were  traces  of  a  fight,  for  the  bushes,  which  grew 
thickly  in  this  place,  were  trampled  down  and  he  had 
discovered  some  blood  stains  on  the  leaves.  He  had 
been  hunting  for  some  trail  when  he  discovered  the 
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horse,  but  could  find  no  tracks  leading  from  the  place. 

The  party  hastened  forward,  one  of  the  men  riding 
by  the  side  of  his  lady,  who  was  very  pale  and  was 
trembling  so  she  could  hardly  guide  the  horse.  They 
soon  reached  the  spot  and  found  that  the  servant  had 
spoken  the  truth.  After  examining  the  traces  they 
began  to  look  for  a  trail  but  without  any  success. 

Lady  Edith  had  been  anxiously  looking  about  her 
for  some  clew  when  suddenly  she  gave  a  cry  and  turned 
ghastly  white.  The  retainer  at  her  side  caught  her  as 
she  reeled  from  the  saddle  fainting  and  in  a  minute  she 
was  tenderly  laid  on  the  ground,  while  several  of  the 
party  ran  for  water.  She  soon  revived,  however,  and 
with  a  great  effort  raised  herself  on  her  elbow  and 
without  a  word  pointed  at  a  bush,  then  fell  back  again. 
All  looked  towards  the  place  she  had  designated, 
then  sprang  forward.  There  lay  the  broken  blade  of 
Geoffrey's  hunting  knife  covered  with  blood.  Although 
they  hunted  diligently  for  some  other  clew  they  found 
none, and  again  turned  their  attention  to  Edith.  She 
was  tenderly  carried  home  despite  her  weak  efforts  to 
force  her  followers  to  let  her  stay. 

After  that  the  search  went  on  with  redoubled 
energy,  but  with  no  better  results,  though  it  was  kept 
up  for  some  weeks.  The  weeks  became  months,  but 
nothing  more  was  heard  of  the  missing  knight.  Of 
course  suspicion  fell  on  the  Norman  and  everything 
possible  was  done  to  find  out  whether  he  knew  any- 
thing about  the  matter,  but  it  was  all  of  no  avail.  At  last, 
perhaps  because  she  feared  to  remain  in  the  castle  with 
her  little  son,  or  because  she  wished  to  escape  from  the 
painful  memories  of  former  days,  Edith  left  her  old 
home  and  went  to  live  with  some  friends  in  another 
part  of  England.  She  left  a  faithful  retainer  in  charge 
of  the  castle,  but  he  was  not  needed  long,  for  King 
John  soon  decided  to  give  the  estate  to  his  own  friend. 
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I  visited  that  castle  several  years  ago.  It  showed 
the  effect  of  the  hundreds  of  years  it  had  stood 
there,  but  I  could  imagine  that  brave  knight,  Geoffrey, 
as  he  rode  out  that  fatal  morning.  I  persuaded  a  poor 
peasant  for  a  small  sum  of  money  to  guide  me  around 
the  estates.  I  inquired  about  the  Norman  castle,  but 
he  knew  nothing  about  it.  He  said,  however,  that 
there  were  some  ruins  in  a  wood  several  miles  away 
which  might  once  have  been  this  stronghold.  Accord- 
ingly, I  decided  to  go  over  to  visit  the  spot,  but  for 
some  mysterious  reason  I  had  great  difficulty  in  in- 
ducing the  fellow  to  accompany  me  even  when  I 
offered  him  some  more  money.  At  last  he  reluctantly 
consented  to  be  my  guide  and  we  set  out. 

4 'We  found  the  place  without  much  trouble,  but  my 
companion  refused  to  enter  the  clearing,  which  by  the 
way  was  overgrown  with  bushes  and  weeds.  At  the 
edge  of  the  woods  he  said  he  would  wait  for  me  and  I 
was  forced  to  proceed  alone.  It  was  some  distance  to 
the  great  pile  of  stones  which  marked  the  spot  where 
the  castle  had  stood,  and  I  was  rather  disappointed  to 
find  the  place  in  such  a  condition.  Nevertheless,  after 
I  had  climbed  around  among  the  rocks  for  some  time  I 
found  a  part  of  the  wall  which  was  still  standing,  and 
running  parallel  to  it  not  far  away  a  flight  of  steps, 
which  led  down  to  what  had  formerly  been  the  cellar. 
The  top  of  the  first  step  was  almost  level  with  the 
ground,  while  the  others,  hewn  out  of  the  solid  chalk- 
stone,  for  this  is  the  foundation  rock  in  this  part  of  the 
country,  led  down  to  a  narrow  passageway  which  ran 
along  under  the  ground  for  quite  a  distance.  My 
curiosity  was  immediately  aroused  and  soon  I  found 
myself  walking  along  this  hall. 

"I  had  not  gone  very  far  along  this  passage  before 
I  discovered  a  doorway  at  one  side  leading  into  a  small 
room.  This  dungeon,  for  such  it  seemed  to  be,  as  was 
the  case  with  the  hall,  was  hewn  out  of  the  chalkstone. 


82 


TALES  OF  THE  NEUTRAL  INN 


The  light  was  very  dim,  as  there  were  no  windows, 
but  after  my  eyes  became  accustomed  to  it  I  could  see 
very  well. 

"I  was  walking  around  this  room  when  suddenly  I  saw 
before  me  the  faint  figure  of  a  man  with  arms 
stretched  sideways  as  if  to  seize  me.  I  stopped  short, 
and  for  a  minute  I  acknowledge  I  was  thoroughly 
frightened  by  this  strange  apparition,  but  as  I  never 
was  superstitious,  and  as  the  figure  did  not  move,  I 
soon  overcame  my  fear  and  walked  slowly  towards  it. 
It  grew  more  indistinct  as  I  approached  it,  but  when  I 
was  very  close  I  perceived  that  it  was  only  an  impres- 
sion on  the  wall.  That  was  very  singular  and  I  began 
to  investigate.  On  the  side  of  the  wall  about  where 
the  ankles  of  the  figure  were  I  found  two  very  rusty 
iron  rings  firmly  attached  to  the  rock,  and  there  were 
two  more  where  the  wrists  were. 

"I  puzzled  for  some  minutes  over  this  and  then  a 
solution  to  the  problem  flashed  into  my  mind  as  I  re- 
called the  stories  about  torturing  prisoners.  This 
chalkstone  is  peculiarly  porous,  I  said  to  myself,  and 
would  absorb  any  moisture.  When  a  person  is  about 
to  die  a  cold  perspiration  breaks  out  all  over  the  body 
and  probably  when  one  is  being  tortured  at  the  same 
time  this  is  increased.  This  perspiration  was  absorbed 
then  in  the  stone  each  time  a  prisoner  was  killed  here, 
and  so  after  many  years  an  impression  appeared  on  the 
wall  which  grew  clearer  with  each  execution.  My 
opinion  was  verified  by  a  number  of  scientists  who  ex- 
amined the  wall  afterwards.  But  let  us  go  on  with  our 
story.  I  looked  around  the  room  to  see  what  other 
curiosity  I  could  find,  and  I  incidentally  stirred  up  a 
pile  of  rubbish  with  my  foot.  Something  hard  struck 
the  floor  with  a  ring  and  I  leaned  over  and  picked  it  up. 

' 'Gentlemen,"  said  the  narrator,  rising  from  his 
chair  and  turning  to  his  three  companions,  while  he 
spoke  rapidly    but   distinctly,  and  his  eyes  flashed, 
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"gentlemen,  it  was  the  hilt  of  Geoffrey's  dagger.  I 
knew  it  by  the  crest  and  the  coat  of  arms.  He  had 
broken  the  blade  off  in  the  fight,  but  when  he  was 
taken  prisoner  he  still  held  the  handle,  and  as  it  was 
harmless  no  one  noticed  it.  Without  thinking  what  he 
was  doing  when  he  was  taken  as  a  prisoner  into  the 
dungeon  he  still  grasped  it,  but  while  he  was  being 
tortured  it  probably  dropped  from  his  hand  to  the 
floor,  where  it  had  remained  all  those  years." 

Walter  Richardson,  '04.. 


AAA 


There  was  a  man  who  advertised  but  once — a  single  time: 
In  spot  obscure  he  placed  his  ad.,  and  paid  for  it  a  dime, 

And  just  because  it  didn't  bring  him  customers  by  score, 
"  All  advertising  is  a  fake,"  he  said,  or  rather,  swore. 

He  seemed  to  think  one  hammer  tap  would  drive  the  nail  clear  in, 
That  from  a  bit  of  tiny  thread  a  weaver  tents  could  spin. 

If  he  this  reasoning  bright  applied  to  eating,  doubtless  he 
Would  claim  one  little  bite  would  feed  ten  men  a  century. 

Some  day,  though,  he  will  learn  to  make  advertising  pay, 
He'll  have  to  add  ads.  to  his  ad.  and  advertise  each  day. 


A  Story  of  a  Mission 


THE  mission  was  one  of  the  twenty  or  more  estab- 
lished by  the  Spaniards  in  Southern  California  in 
the  latter  part  of  the  eighteenth  century.  At  one  time 
one  of  the  most  flourishing  of  that  part  of  the  country, 
its  walls  were  now  in  a  ruinous  condition,  and  its 
fields  overgrown  with  weeds.  Like  the  dead  limb 
of  a  tree,  it  showed  the  rottenness  of  the  trunk  and 
roots,  for  all  the  other  missions  were  in  a  similar  state 
of  decay  and  Spain  itself  was  fast  declining.  The 
crumbling  walls  were  covered  with  vines.  Over 
the  old  cloisters  the  ivy  climbed  and  the  Gold 
of  Ophir  roses  spread  over  the  old  bell  tower  till  there 
was  scarcely  an  inch  of  the  grayish  brown  wall  of  adobe 
to  be  seen.  No  bell  hung  here  now,  for  the  tower  had 
grown  far  too  weak  to  hold  it,  and  so  its  place  was 
filled  by  the  roses ;  and  the  mass  of  green  and  gold 
grew  more  luxuriant  and  beautiful  each  year.  Each 
crack  in  the  old  wall  became  a  living  vine ;  every  hole, 
a  cluster  of  roses,  and  almost  all  the  building  was  left 
with  the  sky  for  its  roof.  In  one  place  however  the  red 
tiles  which  formerly  roofed  the  building  still  remained, 
forming  a  picturesque  contrast  with  the  dark  green  of 
the  walls. 

On  the  west  side  of  the  mission  the  fathers  had  built 
a  portico,  extending  the  whole  length  of  the  building, 
and  here  they  were  accustomed  to  walk  on  pleasant 
days.  The  plaster  had  fallen  off  the  pillars  which 
supported  the  roof  and  had  left  the  bricks  underneath 
bare,  until  at  last  some  ivy  had  taken  root  at  their 
bases  and  now  the  sharp  corners  were  delicately  rounded 
and  most  beautifully  covered  a  rich  green. 

The  mission  was  still  inhabited,  for  one  of  the 
fathers,  Padre  Filipe,  lived  there.  He  was  an  old  man 
and  as  he  walked  slowly  and  sadly  out  on  to  the  por- 
tico it  was  not  very  difficult  to  see  what  trembling 
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steps  he  took.  His  face  was  thin  and  wrinkled,  his 
joints  stiff,  and  his  hand  palsied.  His  brown  robe 
hung  loosely  about  him  except  at  the  waist,  where  a 
cord  fastened  about  his  body  showed  how  gaunt  he 
was.  His  face  told  of  a  strong  character.  His  jaw 
was  large,  while  his  deep-set  eyes  gave  an  impression 
of  earnestness.  Around  his  neck  hung  a  rosary  with  a 
golden  cross  attached,  which  swung  gently  as  he 
walked. 

Father  Filipe  stood  for  several  minutes  looking  at 
the  ocean,  which  lay  on  his  right  peacefully  sleeping. 
A  few  white  gulls  skimmed  gracefully  over  the  lazy 
waves,  and  a  sailboat  danced  merrily  along  through  the 
water.  The  deep  blue  of  the  ocean  faded  gradually 
away  in  the  distance  until  at  last  it  became  the  clear 
deep  sky  of  a  beautiful  California  day.  In  front  of  the 
father  lay  the  garden,  hardly  more  than  a  tangled 
labyrinth  of  rose  bushes  now,  shaded  by  a  few  palm 
trees  and  having  a  few  narrow  lanes  through  it. 

As  he  turned  to  the  left  his  eye  met  a  frowning  wall 
of  dark  brown  mountains,  whose  snow-capped  peaks 
stood  clearly  outlined  against  the  azure  of  the  heavens. 
Their  bases,  half  concealed  by  low  foot  hills, 
covered  with  dark  green  cacti,  were  seamed  with 
wide  canyons.  A  small  river  chattered  noisily 
across  the  plain  between  the  hills  and  the  mis- 
sion, and  on  its  banks  a  herd  of  cows  grazed  content- 
edly. A  bee  buzzed  lazily  about  the  garden  and  a 
cow  bell  tinkled  softly  in  the  distance,  but  the  village 
behind  him  was  quiet  and  the  adobe  huts  had  a  deserted 
appearance,  for  this  was  the  old  town  founded  long 
before  the  fathers  came. 

At  one  time,  when  Father  Filipe  first  came  here, 
there  were  eight  monks,  and  all  of  them  toiled  in  the 
fields,  while  at  the  same  time  they  taught  the  Indians 
to  work  and  by  their  goodness  made  them  respect  the 
Catholic  church.    The  Padre  alone  of  all  those  wise  and 
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benevolent  fathers  was  left,  and  he,  the  youngest  of 

their  number,  was  an  old  man.    How  sadly  he  had  seen 

them  leave  him  one  by  one !    He  could  hardly  believe 

that  he  did  not  dream  when  the  last  of  his  friends,  the 

wisest,  bravest,  and  truest  of  them  all,  left  him.  But 

there  in  the  cemetery  in  back  of  the  chapel  they 

"  Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking-, 
Morn  of  toil,  nor  nig-ht  of  waking-." 

Already  the  small  tombstones  which  were  set  up  in 
their  memory  are  covered  with  moss. 

Just  as  the  sun  set  behind  the  mountains  he  began  to 
toll  the  Angelus.  The  deep  tones  of  the  bell  rang  out 
across  the  ocean  and  a  light  breeze  carried  the  sound 
over  to  the  town,  giving  notice  to  the  few  Mexicans  and 
Indians  who  still  remained  faithful  to  the  church,  that 
it  was  time  to  repeat  their  Ave  Marias.  When  he  had 
finished  ringing  the  bell  he  bent  his  head  and  repeated 
the  prayer  slowly  and  with  great  reverence,  at  the  same 
time  telling  his  beads. 

After  having  performed  this  duty  he  sank  back  upon 
the  stone  bench  which  ran  along  the  wall  and  became 
absorbed  in  thought.  He  seemed  to  forget  his  sur- 
roundings and  did  not  notice  that  it  had  grown  dark 
and  the  stars  had  come  out  to  gaze  at  their  reflections 
in  the  sea,  nor  did  he  know  that  the  moon  had  risen 
and  was  making  a  silver  bridge  across  the  peaceful 
ocean,  whose  waters  were  now  as  black  as  the  river 
Styx.  His  mind  went  back  to  his  old  home  in  sunny 
Spain  and  to  his  mother,  father,  and  little  brother,  all 
but  the  last  named  dead  now  many  years  ago,  and 
where  he  was  the  Padre  did  not  know.  He  thought  of 
the  monastery  where  he  had  been  brought  up,  and  then 
of  his  sad  farewell  to  all  his  friends  when  he  sailed  for 
far  away  California. 

Then  he  recalled  the  first  time  he  had  seen  the  mis- 
sion when  he  was  on  board  a  ship  in  the  bay,  and  how 
beautiful  the  scene  appeared  to  him,  especially  after 


A  STORY  OF  A  MISSION 


having  been  a  number  of  weeks  on  the  ocean.  Then 
for  the  first  time  he  saw  the  faces  which  we  was  to 
grow  to  love  so  well.  He  fought  again  the  desperate 
battle  with  the  terrible  waves  that  stormy  night  when 
there  had  been  a  wreck  and  the  fathers  had  gone  down 
to  the  beach  to  rescue  whomever  they  could.  They 
had  stood  on  the  shore  while  the  wind  was  blowing  a 
hurricane  and  tossing  the  white-capped  waves  wildly 
on  the  strand  as  if  they  would  devour  the  land  and 
all  that  was  on  it.  The  people  on  the  beach,  by  the 
aid  of  the  lightning's  flash,  had  spied  some  one  lashed 
to  a  spar  which  was  being  tossed  about  from  one  wave 
to  another  and  being  slowly  driven  over  towards  the 
rocks  on  the  point.  Father  Filipe  had  secured  a  rope 
and  tied  it  around  his  waist,  then  throwing  the  end  to 
his  companions  he  had  sprung  into  the  surf.  Many  a 
blinding  wave  dashed  over  him  and  the  spray  stung  his 
face  like  the  prickles  of  a  cactus.  Several  times  he  was 
forced  back  to  land,  but  at  last  he  reached  the  body. 
Then  he  was  dragged  back  to  the  shore  with  the  spar. 
More  dead  than  alive  he  sank  down  on  the  strand  and 
it  was  some  time  before  the  fathers  were  able  to  tell 
him  that  he  had  rescued  a  little  boy  about  six  years 
old.  He  was  the  only  survivor  of  the  wreck  and  that 
was  all  they  knew  about  him.  Father  Filipe  took  care 
of  him  till  he  was  old  enough  to  go  to  the  village  and 
earn  his  own  living.  He  was  now  a  prosperous  ranch 
owner  and  each  day  sent  food  up  to  the  mission,  for  the 
priest  was  not  able  to  do  much  work. 

In  this  way  Father  Filipe  went  over  his  whole  life, 
and  the  night  dragged  slowly  on.  The  moon  sank 
behind  the  mountains  in  the  west  and  at  last  a  faint 
light  in  the  east  heralded  the  approach  of  day.  Aurora 
was  just  tinting  the  sky  a  gorgeous  pink  and  gold  as  he 
awoke  from  his  reverie,  and  the  snow-capped  mountains 
and  the  sea  were  painted  in  glorious  colors.  Then  the 
sun  rose,  and  the  father,  stiff  from  the  night  spent  in 
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the  open  air,  again  rang  the  Angelus  and  repeated  his 
Ave  Maria.  Suddenly  a  terrible  weakness  seized  him 
and  he  fell  back  on  the  bench.  When  he  had  recov- 
ered himself  he  slowly  stretched  out  his  emaciated  hand 
as  if  to  bless  all  that  lay  before  him.  Then  his  arm 
sank  back  to  his  side.  The  bell  still  swung  slowly  to 
and  fro,  but  all  was  quiet.  Then  there  was  a  crash, 
but  the  father  seemed  not  to  hear  it. 

An  hour  afterwards  a  strange  monk  slowly  approached 
the  mission.  His  head  was  bent  and  he  leaned  heavily 
on  his  staff,  for  he  was  old  and  feeble.  Why  had  he 
wandered  here?  It  was  evident  that  he  did  not  live 
in  the  village  for  he  showed  signs  of  having  traveled 
far.  He  stopped  to  look  around  him  when  he  had 
nearly  reached  the  portico  and  his  eye  suddenly  rested 
on  Father  Filipe  as  he  sat  on  the  stone  bench.  The 
stranger  gave  a  start, 

"Yes,"  he  exclaimed,  "it  is  my  brother!" 

But  the  father  moved  not.    There  was  a  peaceful 
smile  on  his  face  as  if  to  welcome  the  monk,  but  he 
said  not  a  word.    The  broken  bell  lay  unnoticed  at  his 
feet.    The  stranger  spoke  to  the  Padre,  but  he  too 
"  Sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking." 

Walter  Harris. 


Mirage. 


THE  FALL. 

I HOPE  you  understand,  my  dear  boy,  that  the  inci- 
dent— or,  I  may  say,  the  accident — was  none  of  my 
planning.  No,  I  was  entirely  innocent.  I  see  by  your 
face  that  you  don't  understand,  so  here  goes. 

It  happened  in  a  crowded  subway  car.  (Embarrassing 
things  are  apt  to  happen  in  a  crowded  subway  car,  you 
know.)  I  had,  with  rare  good  fortune,  obtained  a  seat  in 
the  rear  of  the  car  and  was  so  tired  that  I  had  fallen 
asleep — when  she  entered. 

I  do  not  yet  know  how  I  happened  to  wake  up.  Per- 
haps her  freshness  (used  in  the  correct  sense,  Tom) 
was  contagious.  At  any  rate  I  awoke  and  sat  there 
wondering  vaguely  whether  I  had  ever  seen  any  girl  so 
bewitching,  and  (you  know  how  tired  I  was,  Tom)  de- 
bating with  myself  as  to  asking  her  to  have  my  seat. 
As  you  will  see,  she  decided  for  me.  But  in  the  mean- 
time I  asked  my  conscience  whether  it  was  either  right 
or  just  for  a  man  who  was  well  nigh  exhausted  to  have 
to  give  up  his  seat  to  a  girl  as  fresh  as  this  one  evi- 
dently was. 

When  the  car  stopped  at  S  station  she  began  to 

put  on  her  gloves,  letting  go  of  a  strap  to  which  she 
was  holding  to  do  so.  Now,  you'll  admit  that  it  was 
most  unwise  of  her  to  stand  thus  unsupported.  I  think 
that  I  was  admiring  her  hands  at  this  time.  Suddenly 
the  car  started  violently,  and  so  did  she.  She  made 
one  frantic  grab  for  a  strap,  but  it  was  in  vain.  She  sat 
down  in  my  lap  ! 

Coming  in  the  midst  of  my  meditations,  the  unfortu- 
nate accident  shocked  me  (I  should  judge  she  weighed 
140  pounds — a  good  healthy  girl,  you  see)  through  and 
through.  Well,  Tommy,  I  am  prepared  to  swear  that 
she  sat  in  this  very   undignified  position  for  three 
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seconds  (in  a  crowded  car)  before  she  turned  to  me 
(without  getting  up,  mind  you)  and  said,  "Oh — oh — 
pardon  me — but — !"    Something  was  evidently  amiss. 

She  seemed  to  be  in  great  distress.  I  couldn't  imagine  . 

The  fall  must  have  shocked  her  so  that  the  blood 
rushed  to  her  head,  because  her  face  was  the  color  of 
a  gorgeous  autumn  sunset  except  that  this  color  sur- 
passed any  I  had  ever  seen  when  the  sun  was  setting. 

4 'Oh — er — "  said  I  magnanimously,  although  she 
still  sat  on  my  lap ;  "that's  all  right." 

And,  O  Tommy,  it  was  doubly  so,  for  her  dress  was 
caught  on  one  of  the  buttons  of  my  overcoat ! 

S.  N.  H.,  '04. 

*   *  * 

NELLIE. 

At  last!  She  was  his  own!  Often  while  a  boy  he 
used  to  sit  on  the  shore  near  the  little  cottage  where 
he  lived,  looking  far  out  over  the  blue  waters  dreaming 
of  some  such  joys.  He  had  been  poor  then,  but  now 
he  was  rich.  It  was  but  yesterday  that  she  had  become 
his.  How  happy  would  his  old  father  have  been  to  see 
her ;  how  pleased  his  dear,  watchful  mother !  Oh,  he 
felt  that  he  must  go  to  see  her  again,  although  he  had 
seen  her  that  very  morning.  Only  to  look  at  her  gave 
him  a  thrill  that  few  other  things  were  capable  to 
create.  He  hailed  a  cab  and,  directing  the  driver  got 
in.  Soon  he  would  be  with  Nellie.  He  thought  of 
the  many  happy  hours  he  would  spend  with  her  in  the 
future.  The  cab  stopped  and  he  leaped  out.  There 
was  Nellie  before  him,  a  trim  little  yacht,  lightly 
floating  on  the  waves. 

H.L.H.,'04. 


Editorials. 


We  are  very  fortunate  in  having  an  article  by  our 
vice-principal,  Mr.  Stearns,  for  this  number  of  the 
Mirror.  The  subject  of  athletics  is  a  very  important 
one  to  every  school  and  it  is  an  indisputable  fact  that 
in  many  cases  the  contests  are  not  carried  on  as  they 
should  be.  Mr.  Stearns  impresses  this  fact  on  our 
minds,  but  we  hope  and  sincerely  believe  that  it  will 
go  farther  than  that  and  accomplish  the  great  good  at 
which  it  aims. 

The  school  year  is  half  over  now,  or  will  be  by  the 
time  this  issue  of  the  Mirror  leaves  the  press.  We 
believe  that  in  the  case  of  most  of  us  the  time  has  been 
passed  pleasantly  and  profitably.  The  school  itself  has 
been  very  successful  under  the  leadership  of  Mr. 
Stearns,  and  this  prosperity  promises  to  continue. 

As  we  look  back  at  the  past  term  we  think  that  the  thing 
which  was  most  important  to  almost  every  fellow 
was  the  victory  over  Exeter  at  football.  This  triumph 
ought  to  give  a  stimulus  to  the  other  athletic  teams 
which  will  carry  them  through  the  year  with  the  same 
glory.  Still  the  fellows  must  not  think  their  part  in 
the  support  of  the  teams  is  done  for  it  has  hardly  begun. 
Without  the  proper  spirit  which  must  be  displayed  by 
the  school  as  a  whole  to  sustain  them  the  other  teams 
can  never  hope  to  defeat  Exeter  next  spring  in  golf,  on 
the  track  and  in  baseball.  Not  that  we  question  school 
spirit  in  the  least,  but  all  must  beware  of  that  over- 
confidence  which  so  often  turns  victory  into  defeat. 
You  may  say  that  that  is  the  same  old  story,  but  we 
answer,  "Gude  advice  is  ne'er  out  o'  season." 

The  events  which  we  are  all  looking  forward  to  are 
the  opening  of  the  Archaeological  Building  and  the  com- 
pletion of  the  work  on  our  new  athletic  field.    As  to  the 
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former,  the  work  has  been  progressing  but  slowly  of 
late,  although  we  still  hope  that  it  will  be  ready  for 
use  before  the  end  of  the  spring  term.  This  building 
will  supply  a  long  felt  need.  Not  only  will  it  have  a 
well  equipped  museum,  but  there  will  also  be  rooms  in 
which  the  fellows  may  meet  freely.  So  we  see  that  it 
will  aid  the  growing  interest  in  Archaeology,  and  at  the 
same  time  strengthen  school  spirit  and  create  a  new 
phase  in  school  life.  As  for  the  new  field,  we  hope  that 
this  will  be  a  great  benefit  to  athletics,  as  we  sincerely 
believe  it  will.  Of  course  we  are  also  looking  forward 
to  the  Exeter  games  and  the  spring  term,  but  little  can 
be  prophesied  about  these. 


*  *  # 


His  mother  told  him  not  to  swear, 
His  father  taught  him  golf. 
He  minded  both  with  utmost  care — 
Brain  fever  took  him  off. 

— Ex. 


Book  Reviews. 


"EAGLE  BLOOD,"  by  James  Creelman.     Lothrop  Publishing 
Co.,  Boston,  $1.50. 

An  excellent  story  in  which  the  war  with  the  Philippines  figures 
to  a  large  extent.  This  makes  it  particularly  interesting,  but  the 
thread  of  the  story,  which  even  for  a  novel  of  this  stamp,  involves  an 
extraordinary  number  of  hairbreadth  escapes,  makes  it  fairly 
interesting.  Perhaps  some  parts  are  a  little  overdrawn,  but  the 
general  tone  of  the  whole  makes  up  for  the  faults  of  such  passages. 

"  THE  MILLIONAIRESS,"  by  Julian  Ralph.    Lothrop  Publish- 
ing Co. 

Supposed  to  be  a  novel  of  the  times  and  if  slang,  etc.,  will  prove 
its  right  to  such  a  title,  no  one  we  think  will  dispute  it.  We  thought 
that  enough  of  this  kind  of  novels  had  been  published  already,  but 
it  seems  not.  Nevertheless  for  its  style  there  are  few  more  amusing, 
though  we  don't  offer  that  as  an  excuse  for  its  publication. 

"THE  WHIRLWIND,"  by  Rupert  Hughes.    Lothrop  Publishing 
Co.,  Boston,  $1.50. 

Some  parts  of  this  novel  are  written  in  the  everyday  newspaper 
style,  while  the  words  do  not  always  seem  to  express  as  exactly  as 
they  might  the  author's  meaning.  For  example  take  the  following 
extract  from  this  book:  "The  hundreds  of  eyes  sealed  on  the 
Senator's  tall,  gaunt  figure,  and  his  hand  flung  aloft  like  a  flame, 
were  of  a  sudden  astounded  to  see  his  wife  leap  to  her  feet,"  etc.  In 
this  passage  alone  there  are  several  violations  of  the  laws  of  good 
writing,  but  the  improprieties  of  the  expressions  are  particularly 
noticeable.    Aside  from  the  grammar,  the  story  is  fair. 


Leaves  from  Phillips  Ivy 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

Rev.  Dr.  Daniel  Taggart  Fiske  was  born  at  Shelburn,  March  29, 
1819,  graduated  at  Amherst  College  in  1842,  from  Andover  Theolog- 
ical Seminary  in  1846  and  was  ordained  pastor  of  the  Belleville 
Congregational  Church  in  Newburyport  in  1847.  He  was  a  trustee 
of  Phillips  Academy  for  thirty-eight  years  and  the  president  of  the 
board  for  nearly  half  that  time.  He  died  in  Newburyport  January 
15,  1903. 

'46— Died  in  Cambridge,  November  18,  1902,  John  Bell  Bouton. 
He  had  been  an  editor  of  the  Cleveland  Plain-Dealer  for  thirty 
years,  an  editor  and  proprietor  of  the  New  York  Journal  of  Com- 
merce, editor  of  Appleton's  Annual  Encyclopedia  and  author  of 
several  books. 

'47 — Rev.  Lysander  Dickerman  of  Newton  Centre  died  on  a  Boston 
elevated  train  December  13,  1902.  He  was  a  graduate  of  Brown  in 
1851.  He  was  an  acknowledged  authority  on  matters  relating  to 
Egypt  and  Egyptian  exploration. 

'50 — Frank  Gardner  Noyes  died  in  Nashua,  N.  H.,  December  1, 

1902.  A  graduate  of  Harvard  in  1856,  a  student  of  law  in  the  offices 
of  Rufus  Choate  and  Sidney  Bartlett,  a  soldier  in  the  Civil  war. 
He  had  been  department  commander  of  the  G.  A.  R.  of  New 
Hampshire,  president  of  the  New  Hampshire  Veterans'  Association, 
and  a  member  of  the  Loyal  Legion. 

'62— Died  in  Chicago,  111.,  December  23,  1902,  D wight  May  Sabin 
of  Stillwater,  Minn.,  who  had  served  as  United  States  Senator  from 
Minnesota. 

'69 — Rev.  Leverett  Bradley  died  in  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  December 
31,  1902.  When  but  fifteen  years  of  age,  he  enlisted  in  the  First 
Massachusetts  Heavy  Artillery  and  served  till  the  end  of  the  war. 
After  graduating  from  Phillips,  he  entered  Amherst  College  and 
was  prominent  as  a  writer  and  speaker.  He  was  captain  of  the 
winning  crew  in  the  intercollegiate  regatta  in  1872.  He  was 
ordained  deacon  in  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  1878  and 
ministered  in  Trinity  Church,  Boston,  as  assistant  to  Phillips 
Brooks.  For  four  years  he  was  rector  of  Christ  Church  in  Andover 
and  for  twelve  years  labored  in  Philadelphia. 

'78 — Walter  Haynes  Brainard  died  in  New  York  City  January  4, 

1903.  He  was  a  member  of  the  firm  of  Brainard  Bros.,  and 
belonged  to  the  Produce  Exchange. 

'79— Dr.  Thomas  S.  South  worth  has  removed  to  807  Madison  Ave., 
New  York  City. 

'87— Rev.  H.  H.  Tweedy  has  accepted  his  call  to  the  Second  Con- 
gregational Church,  Bridgeport,  Conn. 
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'88— Rev.  John  B.  Lewis  is  pastor  at  Troy,  N.  Y. 

'90 — Harry  Llewellyn  Bixby  died  of  appendicitis  in  Phoenix, 
Arizona,  October  20,  1902.  Since  1896  he  had  been  engaged  in  sheep 
raising. 

'92 — Gilbert  L.  Hedges  is  a  member  of  the  law  firm  of  Hedges 
and  Galloway,  Oregon  City,  Ore. 

'92 — H.  C.  January  is  president  of  the  January  Shoe  Co.,  St. 
Louis,  Mo. 

'92— Married  at  Bridgeport,  Conn.,  December  16,  1902,  Miss  Mary 
Clark  Treat  to  Dr.  George  H.  Nettleton  of  the  Sheffield  Faculty. 

'93 — Lieut.  George  I.  Feeter,  U.  S.  A.,  is  stationed  at  the  Pre- 
sidio, San  Francisco,  Cal. 

'93— Edgar  L.  Foster  is  with  Ginn  &  Co.,  Boston. 

'93 — Harold  A.  Hatch  and  Miss  Margaret  Leighton  Milliken  were 
married  in  New  York  City,  November  4,  1902. 

'93 — George  C.  Weston  is  a  lawyer  at  4719  Leiper  St.,  Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

'93— Clarence  Winter  has  a  law  office  at  27  William  St.,  New 
York  City. 

'94 — Eugene  Blumenthal  is  a  member  of  the  firm  Gilchrist  & 
Blumenthal,  general  practitioners  in  law  at  76  William  St.,  New 
York. 

'95 — George  W.  Dulany,  Jr.,  is  vice  president  and  treasurer  of  the 
Menz-Hill  Lumber  Co.  of  Minneapolis,  Minn. 

'96— Frank  M.  Atterholt,  Jr.,  is  with  the  law  firm  of  Hall,  Babbitt 
&  Thayer,  Colorado  Springs,  Col. 

'96 — Kenneth  L.  Burns  is  with  the  Home  Stake  Mining  Co.,  Lead, 
S.  D. 

'96— Harrison  Gray  may  be  addressed  at  17  W  13th  St.,  New  York 
City,  The  Butterick  Publishing  Co. 

'97 — J.  Layng  Mills  is  studying  architecture  in  Paris. 

'98 — Robert  P.  Griffing  is  with  the  law  firm  of  Sweezy  &  Glover, 
62  William  St.,  New  York  City. 

'99— J.  W.  Burdick  is  in  Boston  in  the  offices  of  the  D.  &  H. 
Canal  Co. 

'02 — F.  A.  Goodhue,  Jr.,  has  been  elected  secretary  and  treasurer 
of  the  Freshman  class  at  Harvard. 


Exchanges 


Life  is  a  lottery,  they  say; 
Nothing  but  a  game  of  dice 
Which  we  daily  sit  and  play, 
Seeking  always  some  device 
By  which  we  may  win  from  Fate. 
When  we've  lost  and  paid  the  price, 
Then  we  learn,  when  it's  too  late, 
That  Fate  plays  with  loaded  dice. 

Is  a  Cossack  maid  so  very  wrong 
When  she  thoughtlessly  accepts 

Her  Russian  rusher's  pressing  bid 
To  come  out  and  sit  on  the  steps? 

COLLEGIATE  WEATHER  TABLE. 


Causes  of  change 

Indications 

Results 

Class  applaud  lecturer 

Class  fail  to  laugh  at 
lecturer's  joke  

Majority  of  class  cut. . 

Everybody  taking 
notes  (just  before  the 

Class  laughs  at  lec- 

Snores  heard  in  lec- 

Somebody  drops  a  coin 

Stormy;  and  charged 

Unsettled;  sharp  cut- 
Fair;    with    signs  of 
rain  in  the  future. . . 

Cloudy;     with  every 
Sudden  squalls  

Class  excused  one-half 
hour  earlier  than 
usual. 

Lecturer  expresses  dis- 
approval regarding 
result  of  examination 

Short  and  dull  lecture 

Lecture  lasts  the  en- 
tire hour. 

Lecturer  gives  a  talk 
on  good  manners. 

Lecture  interrogated, 

Lecturer  becomes  sar- 
castic. 

An  hour  examination 
announced. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


PINKHAM  &  SMITH 

OPTICIANS 

288  BOYLSTON  STREET,  BOSTON 
Spectacles  and  Eye  Glasses  Kodaks,  Poco  and  Premo  Cameras 
Opera,  Field  and  Marine  Glasses  Photographic  Supplies 

Our  prices  are  always  the  lowest  for  the  best  quality  goods 
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For  the  Summer,  for  the  Fall, 
For  the  Winter,  and  for  all 
The  seasons  of  the  year, 
There  is  no  place  far  or  near 
Where  young  men  are  better  pleased, 
Where  their  tastes  for  style  appeased, 
Or  where  clothes  are  better  made, 
Every  one  is  well  repaid 
Who  makes  up  his  mind 


1O48  Chapel  Street 


So  come  quick,  give  us  a  try, 
Do  not  wait  till  bye-and-bye, 
For  until  our  clothes  you've  tried 
You  ne'er  will  be  satisfied. 


To  call  on  Weinberg. 


Opposite    Vanderbilt  Hall 


WEINBERG, 


TAILOR  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY. 


instruments  for  Sale    Banjo,  Guitar    and  Mandolin. 

W.    M.  HIGGINS, 
Park  Streets  Mansion  House  Stables 

Tally-ho,  Brake  Barge.     High  grade 
Family  Driving  Horses  for  Sale  .. 

LATEST   STYLE   VEHICLES    FOR    FAMILY  RIDING 


ALBERT  W.  LOWE,  druggist 


153  Main  St., 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 


1EACHEK  OF 


Successor    to  ■ 

GEO.  H.  PARKER  &  CO. 


ANDOVER, 


MASS. 


DRAFTING  SUPPLIES  OF  ALL  KINDS 


MANUFACTURED  BY 


Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co.  ( Incorporated), 


I   Factories,  Maiden,  Mass. 
'S.J-S4  Wasbiugton  St.,  Boston 


In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mirror. 
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WILLIAM  H.  WELCH  &  CO 
HEATING  and  PLUMBING  ENGINEERS 

TELEPHONES,  37-2,  108-2 
AIM  DOVER,  -  -  MASSACHUSETTS 


THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  MAINE  OROfiJ&NE 

A  public  institution,  maintained  by  the  State  and  the  United  States.  Undergraduate 
courses:  Classical,  Latin-Scientific,  Scientific,  Chemical,  Agricultural,  Preparatory  Medical; 
Civil,  Mechanical,  Electrical  and  Mining  En«ineering;  Pharmacv,  4  and  2  years;  Short  and 
Special  C  »urses  in  Agriculture.  Annual  Tuition  $30.  Necessary  expenses  need  not  exceed  $200 
a  year. 

School  of  Law,  located  in  Bangor,  maintains  three  .years  course..  Tuition  $60  per  year; 
diploma  fee  only  extra  charge.   For  Catalogue  and  Circulars,  address 

GEORGE  EMORY  FELLOWS,  President 

GEO.   F>.    RAYMOND  CO. 

COSTUME  PARLORS 

Costumes  for  Private  Theatricals,  Operas, 
Masquerades,  Costume  Parties,  Minstrel 
and  Spectacular  Entertainmen  s,  Etc.  .  .  . 

17  B0YLST0N  PLACE,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Telephone,  Oxford  145 


SOURED. 

Knicker — Laugh  and  the  world  laughs  with  you. 

Proudpop — Thinfc  so?    Did  you  ever  try  to  tell  the  cute  things  your 
baby  got  off?— [Harper's  Bazaar. 


P£k         QTT  I    ir\|f\  AGENT  FOR  EASTMAN  KODAKS 

■  ■  I  Iwr  I  Cameras  and  Supplies 

Developing,  Printing,  Mounting,  Enlarging 
Passepartouting  for  Amateurs  a  Specialty 

E.  V.  N.  HITCHCOCK,   4  Main  Street,   Andover,  Mass. 

COAL,  WOOD,  HAY  AND  STRAW. 

Successor  to  C  D  A  N  If   C     PI  FA  CON    CARTER'S  BLOCK, 

JOHN  CORNELL.    rl\Mlir%  C   UULHOUI1  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Coal  Delivered  to  the  Room.  Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings. 


ERWIN    O  .  PIKE 

 DEALER  IN  

STOVES,  RANGES,  FURNACES,  TIN  and  W000EN-WARE 

Steam  Heating,  Plumbing  and  Contract  Work 
Repairing  of  all  Kinds  Shop,  No.  5  Park  Street 

In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mirror. 
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T.    J.    FARMER  LOBSTERS,  CANNED  GOODS,  ETC. 

Fresh,  Salt,  Smoked  and  Pickled  Fish,  Oysters,  Clams. 

Maine  Sterilized  Cream.  15  POST  OFFICE  AVENUE 

P.  A.  Students  Would  Do  Well  to  Remember  That 

Smith  &  Manning^™51  Spring  Underwear 

Call  at  their  Store  8  ESSEX  STREET  ani  see  for  yourselves. 

g.  h.  valpey  VALPEY  BROTHERS  —  H- VALPEY 

DEALERS  IN 

Meats,  Vegetables,  Poultry,  Canned  Goods,  Etc. 

Tea  and  Coffee,  Creamery  Butter  in  5-lb.  Boxes,  Print  Butter.  Telephone  J9-IJ 

No.  2  MAIN  STREE  1  . 

FOIBLES  OF  FAIR  WOMEN. 
Helen  of  Troy. 

"How  can  you  dress  so  expensively  when  the  city  is  under  siege  on 
your  account  ?" 

''Because  I  get  all  my  gowns  from  Paris,"  coldly   replied  the  cause  of 
the  trouble.— [Yale  Record. 

H.  A  RAMSDELL, 
Pictures  AND  Picture  Framing 

Also  Artists'  Materials,  Stationery,  Fancy  Goods,  Sewing 
Machines,  Choice  Confectionery. 
7  Barnard  Street  (Opposite  Town  Hall),       -      -      -      AXDOVER.  MASS. 

If  it's  a  Novelty  and  Something  Dainty  to  Eat.  the  Metropolitan  has  it. 

...THE  METROPOLITAN... 

Miss  Holt.  42  Main  Street.  AN  DOVER. 


F.    P.    HIGGINS  WEDDING  and  BIRTHDAY  CAKES 

a  0  BAKERY  a  0 

Fancy  Biscuit,  Canned  Goods,  Confectionery,  Cigars,  Tobacco.  Etc. 
MUSGROVE  BUILDING. 
In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mirror. 
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(paries  E-  /Abbott,  (T\.  D. 

pi?y5ieiai}  and  $ur$eoD.  70  /T\aii7  Str^t,  /lodou^r 

Telephone  18-3.  Office  Hours— Until  9  a.  m. ;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 


/Vlb^rt  E.  }1ulme,  D.  /TV  D. 

93  MAIN  STREET. 
Office   Hours— 8.30  a.  m.  to  12;  1.30  to  5  p.  m. 


ELECTRIC   CARS   GO   BY   THE  DOOR. 

ALLEN  HINTON'S  Ice  Cream  and  Sheibets 

ARE  FAMOUS. 

Residence,    "SUNSET  ROCK" 

Take  Reading  Car.  Ask  to  be  let  off  at  the  "ICE  CREAM  FARM" 


There  once  was  a  maid  from  Fla. 

Who  slipped  as  she  walked  in  the  ca. 

She  cried  out,  "Oh,  fudge, 

I  really  can't  budge!" 

Now,  could  there  be  anything  ha  ? 

—Jester. 


GEO.    T.  CHEEVER 

Agent  for  the  H.  H.  TUTTLE  and  KNICKER- 
BOCKER SHOES  for     Ladies   and  Gentlemen. 

MAIN    STREET  REPAIRING  A  SPECIALTY 


THEO.  MUISE 

You  make  no  mistake  in  selecting  your  suits  from  me  because 
they  are  guaranteed.  Styles  are  select  and  exclusive  and  quality 
unexcelled. 

13    BARNARD  STREET 


KAISER^  Telephone  Connection 

Upholsterer  and  Furniture  Dealer 

10  Park  Street,  -         -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mirror 


AUGUST     OF"  CAMBRIDGE:, 


MARRY  BLOOD 

WILL  SHOW  A  LINE  OF  FIRST. CLASS 

Gents'    Furnishing  Goods 

AT  CHAP'S  EVERY  TWO  WEEKS  DURING  THE  SCHOOL  YEAR 


JAMES   w.  brine: 

ATHLETIC  OUTFITTER 

1436  Massachusetts  Avenue,     -     Cambridge,  Mass. 

COLGATE  UNIVERSITY 

HAMILTON,  NEW  YORK. 


GEORGE  EDMANDS  MERRILL,  D.  D.,  LL.D.,  President 


CURRICULUM  BROAD  AND  LIBERAL 
HIGH  STANDARDS  MODERATE  EXPENSES 

A  College  of  the  First  RartK 

Educational  Equipment  Unexcelled 

Fine  Gymnasium  and  Athletic  Field 

Send  for  Catalogue  or  Information  to 
PROF.  W.  H.  CRASHAW,  Doan. 


In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mirror. 
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BURNS  the  TAILOR 


select  your  WINTER  SUITINGS 
and  TROUSERINGS  before  the 
BEST  ARE  CHOSEN — this  is  our  advice 


Store  on  Hain  St.     telephqne^ connection 


Mc  MORROW 


COLLEGE  SHOES  for  COLLEGE  MEN 


238  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON 


Write  for  Catalogue 


Every  Stil(ieijt  ^ccds  a  Railt  Goat 

The  "  BOSTONETTE"  is  the  Best 
Prices  $10,  $15,  $20  and  $25 

sOL„  5XANDARD  CLOTHING  GO. 

395  Washington  St.,  BOSTON,  flASS. 

10  per  cent.  Discount  to  Students 


In  trading  with  advertisers  kindly  mention  the  Mibbob. 


